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for powder, theyle fill a pit as well as better ; tufh man , momu 
men,morta!lmcn. 1811 

Wcfrily but f Sir John, mec-thinkes they are exceeding poorc 
and bare, too beggarly* • _ 

FaI, Faith, for their pouerty, I know not where they had that. 
And for their bareness am lure they ncueriearntthat of me, 
Prtn.No ile be fworne,vnlelfc you call three fingers on theribs 
bare: but firra, make haft, Percy is already in thefield. Exit, 
FaI. What istheKing incamp’d? 

Wefi. Fie is Sir Pehn, I feare we fhall ftay too long. 

FaI. Wpilj to the iatter end of a Fray, and the beginning of a 
Feaft,fitsa dull fighter, and a kecne gueft, Exeunt 

Fitter Hot [pur , Wcreefter, Dowglasy and Vernon. 

Her. Week fight with him to night, 
tv or. It -may not be. 

Dow. You giue him then aduantage* 

Ver. Not a whit. 

' Hot . Why fay you Co l lookes he not for fupply ? 

Ver. So doe wee. 

Hot. His is certainc, ours is dubtfull. 
tVcr.G ood coofen be aduifue, ftir not to night. 

Ver . Do nor, my Lord. 

Dow. You doe not counfell well: 

Then fpeake it out of feare, and cold heart. 

Ver. Do not (launder, Dowlas, by my life. 

And I dare well maintains it with my life 5 
If well, refpedled honor bid me on, 

I hold aslittlecounfell with weake feare, 

As you my Lord, or any ievtf that thisdayliues : 

Let it be feene to morrow in the battell, which of vs fearest 
Dow. Yea, orto night. Ver. Content. 

Hot. To night fay. I. 

. Ver. Come, come, it may not be. 

I wonder much being men of fuch grea f leading^ you are, 

T hat you fcrefec not what impediments 

Dragbackeour expedition : Certain eHorfe 

Ot my coofen Vernons arc not yet come vp> ■ 


Your Vncle 0 oreefiers Horfe came but today. 

And now their pride and mettall is afieepe. 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 

That not a Horfe ishalf’e the halfe of himfelfe. 

Hot, So are the Horfes of the Encmie, 

In generall iourney bated and brought low: 

The better part of ours arc full of reft. , 

W or. The number of the King exceedcth ours : 
for Gods fake, Coofen, flay tillall come in. 

The Trumpet founds a parley. Enter Sir Walter Blunt . 
Blunt. I come with gracious offer from the King, 

If you vouchfafe me hearing and rdpedh 
liot. Welcome, fir Walter Blunt : and would to God 
You were ofour determination; 

Some ofvsloue you well,and euen thofefome 
Enuiey our great deferuinges and good name, 
Becaufeyoh are not ofour quality. 

But Hand agrfinft vs like an Enemie. 

Blunt. And God defend, but ftill I fhould ftand Co, 
So long as out of limit and true rule, 

You ftand againftannoynted Maiefty: 

But to my charge. The King hath fent to know 
The nature of your griefes, and whereupon 
You coniure from the breaft of ciuill Peace, 

Such bold Hoftility, teaching his dutious Land 
Audaciouscruelty. Ifthatthc King 
Haueany way your good defertes forgot. 

Which he confelTeth to be manifold, 

Hs bids you name your griefes, and with all Cpeed , 
x 011 lliall liaue your defires with intereft, 

And pardon abfolute for your felfc,and thefe. 

Herein nnf-led by your f'uggeftion. 

Hot, The King is kind ; and well weeknow, the King 
linowes at what time to promife, when to pay f 
My Father, my Vncle, and my felfe, 
id giue him that fame royalty hew cares. 

And when he was not fixe and twenty ftrong, 
oickein the worldes regard, wretched, and low, • 
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